A PSYCHOLOGICAL ROMANCE.                87,

*  But is it not better myself to travel ?'

1 Have I not told you that your wandering days have not
yet come ? Do you wish to meet another Mr. Frederick ?
You are much too young. Travel is the great source of
true wisdom, but to travel with profit you must have such
a thing as previous knowledge. Do you comprehend ?*

e Ah! sir, I fear me much that I am doomed to be
unhappy.'

' Poh! Poh ! Clear your head of all such nonsense.
There is no such thing as uiihappiness,'

' No such thing as unhappiness, sir ? How may this bef
for all men believe------.*

* All men believe many things which are not true;  but
remember what I say, and when you have lived as long as
I have, you will perhaps discover that it is not a paradox.
In the meantime it is nonsense talking about it, and I have
got an enormous appetite.    A fine dinner to-day for us, T
warrant you.'

So we returned home at a brisk pace. The old woman
looked out at the door when she heard our steps, and,
nodding to her son with a smile of fondness, 'You must
walk in the garden awhile, Peter/ she said, ' for I am busy
getting the room ready, Now, I dare say you are thinking
of the dinner, but you cannot tell me what there is for
Peter, that you cannot. But I'll tell you, for if you fret
yourself with guessing, mayhap it will hurt your relish.
Do you remember crying once for a pig, Peter, and father
saying a woodman's boy must not expect to live like the
forest farmer's son ? Well, he may say what he likes ;
Peter, there is a pig.'

The father joined us, cleanly shaved, and in his Sunday
raiment. I never saw any one look so truly respectable as
did this worthy old peasant in his long blue coat with large
silver buttons, deep waistcoat covered with huge pink
flowers and small green leaves, blue stockings, and massy
buckles.